The Play of 

ThefeKnights vnto their fcucrall Lodgings % 

Yours fir, we hauc giuen order be next our owne. 

Teri. I am at your Graces pleafure. 

Princes, it is too late totalke ofLouc, 

And that’s the marke I know, you leucll at: 

Therefore each one betake him to his reft, 

T o morrow all for fpceding do their beft. 

Enter H elite amu and Efcanes, 

Hell, No EfimU) know this ofmec, 
vdntiochtu from inceft liued not free : 

For which the moft high Gods not minding, 

Longer to with-hold the-vengeance that 

They had in ftore, due to this heynous 

Lapitall offence,eucn in the height and pride 

Df all his glory , when he was feated in 

\ Chariot of an incftimable value, and his daughter 

fcVithhim;a fire from heauen came and fhriueld 

Vp thofebodyes euen tolothing,for they fo ftounke, 

That all thofe eyes ador’d them, ere their fall, 

Jcornc now their hand fhould giue them buriall. 

Efcanes, T’was very ftrange. 

Hell , And yet but iuftice*,for though this King were great, 
dis greatnefte was no gard to barre heauens fhaft. 

In t nnnehad his reward. 

E/can, Tis very true. 

Enter two or three Lords, 

1. Lord . See, not a man in priuate conference, 

> counfailc,ha’s refpe<ft with him but hee. 

2. Lord. It fhall no longer grieue, without reprofe* 

3. Lord. And curft be he that will not fecond it. 

1 . Lord. Follow me then : Lord Helltcane ,a word. 

Hell, With mee? and welcome happy day, my Lords. 
i.Lord. Know, that our griefes are rifen to the top, 

.nd now at length they ouer-flow their bankes. 

He!l, Your griefes, for what? 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre , . 

Wrong not your Prince, you louc. 

jj Lord. Wrong not your felfc then,noble HcUican y 
But if the Prince doliuc^et vs falutchim, 

Or know what ground’s made happy by his breath : 

Ifin the world heliue,wec’lc fecke him out : 

If in hisGrauehe reft,weele find him there, 

Andbe refolued he Hues to gouerne vs: 

Or dcad,giuc’s caufc to mournc his funeral!, 

And leauc vs to our free eledlion. 

2,Lord. Whofe death in deed, the ftrongeft in our fettforc, 
And knowing this Kingdome is without a head, 

Like goodly Buyldings left without a Roofe, 

Soone fall to ruinc : your noble felfc, 

That beft know how to rule, and ho w to raigne, 

Wee thus fubmit vnto our Soueraigne . 

Omnct . Liuc noble HcRtcane* 

Hell. Try honours caufc 5 forbearc your fuffrages: % 

If that you louc Prince Pericles , for bcare, 

(T ake I your wilh,Ueape into the feas, 

Where’s howcrly trouble,for a mi nuts eafe) 

A twelue-month longer, let me intreat you 
Toforbeare the abfence of your King *, 

Ifin which time cxpir’d,he not returne, 

I fhall with aged patience bearc your yoake: 

ButifI cannot winneyou tothislouc, 

Goe fcarch like nobles, like noble fubietts. 

And in your fearch,fpend your aduenturous worth, 

Whom if you find, and winne vnto returne, 

You fhall like Diamonds fit about his Crowne. 

i. Lord. To wifedome, bee’s a foole,that will not yeeld: 
And fince Lord Hellicane enioyneth vs. 

We with our trauels will endcauour* 

Hell. Then you loue vs, we you, & wee’le clafpe hands: 
WhenPeeres thus knit,a Kingdome euer {lands* 

Enter the King reading of a letter At one dooxe , 
the Knightes meete him. 

j. Kmght, Good morrow to the good Simonides, 
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